
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 
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Old Coachella 

Old Coachella Valley calls me — 
There's a something in the air — 

There's a tang of sage and greasewood, 
There's a wildness everywhere, 

Just a pulling at my heart-strings, 
Like a child at evening prayer. 

Old Coachella says, "Good Morning," 
As I ope my eyes at daw!n — 

Seems it is the first good morning, 
My glad eyes have looked upon; 

All the scintillating colors 

Flash their lights and then are gone. 

Old Coachella, there's a picture — 
Canteen wreck, and wagon wheel. 

Lying by the trail at evening — 
Lying still, as to conceal; 

Though inanimate, half-hidden — 
Desert tales they still reveal. 

Old Coachella, I would linger. 
Place a heap of wild-flowers there; 

Wonder, were they man or woman — 
Wonder, were they dark or fair; 

Did they buck the cruel desert — 
Found they here life's last despair? 

Old Coachella comes a-throbbing, 
As I tramp the sand-dunes o'er; 

Find the ledges, shells and fishes. 
Of a lost Plutonian shore — 

God in heaven felled the ages, 
That for us shall be no more. 

Old Coachella tells the story. 

Of the crash of ages done — 
Fumeroles still belching madly. 

Like crazed gods, o'er battles won — 
Mountains, like great opals shining, 

In the glory of the sun. 



